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M ORN IN G, 
THE FIRST PASTORAL; 
OR, - 


COLINE T AND DAMON» 


Tux early ſun was ſcarcely yet in view, 


The riſing plants were wet with cryſtal dew, 


The winds were ſtill, the azure welkin clear, 


And tuneful larks ſuſpended in the air; 


When fleecy flocks two blithſome ſhepherd ſwalns 


Led forth, to feed on Glotta's bliſsful plains : 
They lean'd the while, and tun'd the metlow reed, 


Beneath yon hawthorn's venerable ſhade 
On either ſide the hills reſponfive rung, 
As thus alrernately the ſhepherds ſung. 


Cor, Now Phoebns' beams yon eaſtern bills adorn, 
And feather'd warblers wake'the purpte morn; | 


With muſic wild the vocal groves reſound, 
And dappled flowers their.odours ſhed around; 
And ſee our lambkins o'er the dewy mead, 

Within our ken, ſecure from danger feed; 


While thus reclin'd the daiſy'd graſs among, 


Attune your pipe, and cheer us with a fong. 
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2 MORNING; O KR, 

Dam. III gladly join but do you take the lead, 
You, Colinet, can beſt attune the reed, 

Come, let us ſing our ever-blooming fields, 
And bleſt content the happy cottage yields. 
Lo, Daphnis hither leads his fleecy care 
Who ſweeteſt ſings, his judgment ſhall declare. 

Cor. Agreed, Remote from clamour and debate, 
From cities far, how bleſt the ſhepherd's ſtate! 
No fears alarm, no cares diſturb our eaſe, | 
Our lives we fpend in happineſs and peace. 

| Dam. Free from ambition, and contentious ſtrife, 
From folly far, how bleſt a country life! 

To vice unknown, and heart - corroding care, 
We view the beauties of the riſing year; 
And while-our younglings crop the flowery ſields, 
Enjoy the pleaſure ſweet retirement yields. 
CoL. Soon as the cock proclaims the approaching day. 
And eaſtern hills are clad in gold array; 
No more our eyes are ſeal'd in balmy ſleep, 
Our cots we leave, and ſtraight un- fold our ſheep ; 
And whiſtling on our way, the bleaters Jead 
To crop the graſs along the verdant mead. 
*Tis pleaſing then to ſee our lambkins play, 
To hear the warblers chant on every ſpray ! 
*Tis pleaſing then to breathe the morning air, 
And pipe and ſing, devoid of anxious care! 

Dam. Behold around what pleaſing proſpects riſes 

What goodly ſcenes attract our wondring eyes; 
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On nodding ſtalks, o'er all the enamell'd mead, 
The blooming flowers their painted foliage ſpread; 
The limpid rills our liſtening ears aſſail 
With gentle murmurs, winding through the vale; 
The reverend oak a grateful ſhade diſplays, _ 
A cool retreat from Sol's inceſſant rays. | 
Cor. While thus reclin'd, how pleaſing tis to ſee 
The unwearied labouring of the buſy bee ! 
From plant to plant, from flower to flower he flies, 
And with the ſweets he loads his little thighs. 
How pleaſing tis to ſee the thrifty ants, 
With care providing for their future wants! 
By ſuch examples happy ſwains are taught, 
That honeſt Induſiry's with bleſſings fraught. 
Dam. Our bliſs encreaſes, Colinet, to ſee 
The peaſants round us all as blithe as we. | 
See Hodge with pleaſure o'er the ridges plods ! + 
And with his plough divides the yielding clods ; 
| See Doris tripping down the watry glade! 
In homely ruſſet, yet with neatneſs, clad ; 
Her flowing gown tuck'd careful round her wailt, 
And yellow hair with ribbons waving dreſt; 
Her gaudy necklace glaring light reflects, 
And roſy health adorns her glowing cheeks. 
Hou pleaſing tis to hear her ſimple ſong ! 
As o'er the field ſhe ſmiling trips along; 
While cows impatient with full udders ſtand, 
d wait che ſtroking of her ſnowy hand, 
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Cor. And when at noon, their glowing ſides to cool, 
The panting herds ſtand lowing in the pool; 
And bleating lambkins to the freſh retreat 

In cluſters throng, to ſhun the parching heat; 
How blithe are we with maidens inthe grove! 

| Repeating all our ſimple tales of love: 
With ſweeteſt flowers while we their crooks adorn, 
They for our favours dimpled {miles return; 
Our faltering tongues our wounded hearts proclaim, 
Their bluſhing cheeks confeſs the mutual flame. 
Dam. How blitheateve. whenPhoebus ſhines aſkance 
Ober weſtern hills, we join the mazy dance! | 
The ruddy maidens, by their ſweethearts led, 
With pleaſure flaunt it o'er the dewy mead ; | 
Old Hodge with glee, while others pipe and ſing, X 
Directs his bow athwert each tuneful ſtring. 
We round him dance with joy and fond delight, 
Till filent nature's wrapt in ſhadowy night. 

Darn. Ve jocund ſhepherds, favourites of the plain! 
Your ſongs more ſweet than Philomela's ſtrain, 
With wit replete, ſo much your Daphnis pleaſe, 

I eannot ſay whoſe are the ſofteſt lays. 
Long may ye bcth, dear to the nymphs and ſwains, 
On Glotta's mead delight us with your ſtrains ! | 
Here ſſopp'd the ſhepherds.and withcurds and cream 
Refreſh'd themſelves, or diank the cryſtal ſtream ; 
Pleas d with their fare, again they join'd the lay, 
And Jaugh'd and ſung the ſprightly hours away. 
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O N, 
THE SECOND PASTORAL; 
| "4 R, | 


CORYDON AND THYRSIS., 


| CORYDON, | 
Tus mid-day ſun now darts his vertic ray, 
And neighbouring ſwains to cool receſſes (tray 
Let us ſecluded from the heat recline, | 
Beneath the ſhadow of this towering pine; 
And while in view our lambs diſporting play, 
Attune your reed, and pipe ſome ſpriphily lay,” 
Oft have | heard of Damon's wondrous ſtall 
In rural ditties, and the tuneful quill; 
T was he inſtructed you the piping art, 


To cheer the ſwains and win your Flora's heart, 


Give then a ſample of his blitheſome (trains, 
This varniſh'd whiſtle ſhall reward your pains, 

Tay, Small praiſe, | ween, is due my {kill in ſong, 
Twas ne er delign'd to cheer the jocund throng ; 


But, now and then a leiſure hour to ſpend, 
And cheer myſelf in abſ-nce of a friend: 
Vet to my lips I'll now my reed apply, 


And with my Corydon's requeſt comply, 
I'll ſing you one with ſorrow deeply fraught, 


The latt ſweet ditty pecrlefs Damon taught, 


Con. Begin—t'l with attention wach our ſheep, 
And eye the goats on yonder eraggy ſteep. | 


k»k NOON; OR, 9 
Tux. Far in a wild, beneath a beechen ſhade, 6 1 
Where ſilver Clyde winds down his oozy bed; 8x 
The fair Amanda, erſt fo blithe and gay, | 
At Daphne's ſide reclin'd, deſponding lay; | x 
Her burſting boſom heav'd with ſwelling fighs, | | 
While tears unfeign'd ran ſtreaming from her eyes; 
Her ſheep, unheeded, wander'd to and fro, | 
And vocal hills re-echoed all her woe. 
Young Daphne, griev'd to ſee the nymph diſtreſs'd, 
In friendly ſtrains her ſympathy expreſs'd. 
0 genial Spring, in roſy garb array d, 
_ ©* Smiles on the hills, and paints the enamell'd mead! 
* Prolific. Phoebus cheers the gladſome plain, 
* And ſwells the fruit, and fills the bladed grain; 
On every ſpray the feather'd warblers ſing, 
“And all the groves with rural muſic rings 
$ Our fleecy nibblers crop the clover field; 
* Clyde's winding banks a goodly proſpect yield; 
The joyous May in all her pomp appears: | 
Then why theſe ſighs, Amanda? why theſe tears? 
* Why all this grief ?—all this ill-ſeaſon'd pain? 
** Come, dear Amanda, to a friend explain.” 
Silent, and ſad, ſhe Daphne wiſtful eyed, 
And thus anon, with heaving ſighs reply'd. 
0 lead me, Daphne, to ſome deſart ſhore, 
5** Where to the rocks I may my fate deplore ! 
„ The gentle ſpring no more affords delight, 
Ihe dappling flowers are hateful to my fight ; 
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% Nor Glotta's banks, (where erſt, devoid of care, 
4 defly ſung throughout the varied year,) 

Nor bliſsful dales, where he meandring flows, 

Can tears ſuppreſs. or ſoothe my endleſs woes! 


« My lambs (would I were innocent as they) 


„„ Where'er they liſt may for Amanda ſtray; 


* Nor hills, nor dales, nor friſking flocks can pleaſe; 


% A long farewel to happineſs and eaſe !” 
* You wont, ſaid Daphne, to be blithe, and oY 


« You wont to cheer us with your mirth and glee;_ 


= The jocund ſwains, charm'd with your pleaſingſong, 


« With joyful hearts around you uſed to throng, 
* And on their pipes to join your chorus play. 


| rr Wherefore this change, my dear Amanda ſay? 


* What lies ſo heavy at your throbbing heart, 


* Amanda, tell? to me your woes impart.” 
*© Ceaſe=ceaſe,myDaphne, your unwelcome ſtrains! 


© Theſe gay refleQtions but increaſe my pains, 


« While pure, untainted, innocence remain'd, 


% Fre Strephon baſe my witleſs heart obtain'd, 
Like you I ſported, and was blithe like you, 
6 My days were cheerful, and my cares were few; 

*© But perjur'd Strephon my affections won, by 
* In him I truſted, was by him undone !— - 


| 7 Ah now farewel my wonted happy days! 


* Farewel my wonted innocence and eaſe! 
* Farewel ye groves, and every ſmiling dell, 
- Te wandring ewes, and lighted lambs, farewel = 


8 „ 
* My artleſs Daphne, take a friend's advice, 5 

& With caution liſten to your wooer's voice; 

« Ard thro' Jove's mazes ever wary tread, | 

„ Or-like Amanda=you may be berray'd, [breaft, 

** The while fond Strephon deck d with wreaths my | 

% And taper crook with fragrant garlands dreſt; 

* When vows of conſtancy in yonder grove 

* He plizhred oft, ſay, could 1 doubt his love? 

* The while he faltering firſt reveal d his flame, 

„I little knew (poor ſimple, thoughtleſs dame) 

* His youthful breaſt a wicked heart contain d; 

That by his guile my virtue would be ſtain'd ; 
And ſoon's my ſimple, virgin heart he won, 
He d leave me thus—abandon'd, and undone!” . ÞW 

With pity mov'd, young Daphne dropp'd Sway ff} 
And curs'd the ſwain, fo falſe, and infincere. 
* Severe, ſaid ſhe, is hapleſs woman's fate, 
* If fair, men ruin us, it homely. hate; | 
%% We're jure betray'd. it we through love purſue, * 
* And if we fly. they flatter and undo.” 
i | From hence, reſum'd Amanda, learn with care, 
* While yet a maid, to ſhun each tempting ſnare, 
* For Strephon's ſake what anguiſh | endure, 
* And deep remorſe, which baffes every cure! 

At dead of night, when nature's ſunk in ſleep, | \ / 
With ſorrow wrung, I'm left alone to weep! 
* And when the ſun in eaſtern {ky appears, 

* Still I'm dejecled, ſtill bedew'd with tears !— 
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& For him I bear the village” taunting ſcorn, 

© By foes inſulted, and by friends forlorn. 

% The cruel ſwain, deaf to my piteous moan, 

© Has Doris wed, and left me thus, undone. — 
&* But ceaſe, Amanda—now tis vain to mourn ; | 


ge huſh, ye groves, no more my plaint return; 


« Farewel, ye glades, and every ſmiling dell! 


ve wandring ewes, and ſlighted lambs, farewel ! 
* And thou, © Daphne, virtue ſtiil purſue, 


** Be innocent, be bleit !——farewel !—adicu !''— 

Thus having ſpoke, ſhe framic reach'd the ſhore, 
Plung'd headlong in, and ſunk to riſe no more. 
Here ſtopt the gentle ſwain—the liſtening crowd, 
Mov'd with his (trains, were all in tears bedew'd: 
Such was gay Damon's ſkill, and peerleſs mced, 
And ſuch his cunning. on the mellow reed, 

Co. His art in piping he has left with you: 

Accept your promis'd gift, tis juſtly due; 


And now, till thine be brought, you'll welcome ſhare 


My rural ſweets, and wholeſome conntry- fare. 


| 
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When lo, I found beneath a beechen ſhade, 


EVENING, 
THE THIRD PASTORAL; 


o x, 
COLIN AND LYCON, 


| | MoPSUS. 
Ar cloſe of day, the while 1 homeward led 
My fleecy care, o'er Glotta's bliſsful mead; 
Sweet rural muſic floating in the air, 

Of oaten pipes, aſſail'd my liſtening ear; 


Two jocund ſhepherds *mong the violets laid, 
In keen diſpute, who beſt could tune the reed. 
From either flock they ſtak'd two fav'rite ewes, 
And me as umpire on m' arrival choſe; 
My younglings browz'd Clyde's flowery banks along, 
While 1 attentive. heard their rural ſong. 

Cor. The ſetting ſun now gilds the weſtern ſky, 
And whiſtling homeward, merry ploughmen hye; 


. And ſee, in view, o'er all the empurpled mead, 
Our ſeveral flocks promiſcuouſly feed: 


Come then, my Lycon, in this ſhady grove, 

Let's ſing the beauties of the nymphs we love; 
Whoſe are the ewes, young Mopſus ſhall decide; 

In Mopſus' judgment we may ſafe confide. 

Lye. Believe me, lad, the longeſt ſummer's day; 


Would not ſuffice, her merits to diſplay ;- 


f 
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you roſy cheeks a modeſt bluſh diſcloſe ; 
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COLIN AND LYCON; Il 


* Fair Delia's bloom, 2nd qraceful mien we prize, 


And molt admire Melinda's ſparkling eyes; 
But. all perfections in my Myra join, 


Her temper's affable, her form divine. 


Cor. My lovely Sylvia, ſweet as genial May,” 
Mild as Aurora, uſhering in the day; 
When deffly ſporting in the ſhady grove, 


Wich beauteous nymphs, faint emblems of my love; 


Like yonder roſe the meaner flowers among, 
My fair appears amid the virgin throng. 

LI. My Myra's cheeks a ruddy bluſh diſcloſe, 
More warm and blooming than the vermil role ; 


 Adown her neck her waving ringlets flow, 


Her honey lips with crimſon redneſs glow; 
Her virgin breaſts, juſt riſing tothe view, 
Are whiter far than lilies wet with dew. 
Cor. Bleſt Sylvia's fairer than the Cyprian queen, 
In talking free, angelic in her mien 
Her lively eyes ſhine than the ſtars more bright, 


Her glowing lips ſeem kiſſes to invite; 


Her ebon treſſes gaudy ribbons tye, 


Hier dimpled cheeks with new blown roſes vie; 


With tuneful voice, than nightingale's more ſweet, 


She charms mine ear when in the ſhade we meet. 


Lyc. When on my Myra's ſnowy breaſt reclin'd, 
How blithe am 1! how cheerful ſhe, and kind ! 
From faltering lips my honeſt paſſion flows, 
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12 EVENING; OR, | 
. Ye Gods ! what words can our delight expreſs, 1 
| When lip to lip, with mutual love, we preſs | | 
Cor. When in the ſhade, at Sylvia's ſide, I lie, 1 
How joyous ſhe, and O how happy 1! * 
By ſimple wiles each others love we win, | $ 1 
She ſtrokes my cheek, 1 chuck her lovely chin; 
And when 1 ſmile, a ſmile ſhe will return; 
Our wounded hearts with equal paſſions burn,—- 
If from my ſight, no more the fields can pleaſe, 
On flowery banks in vain | ſeek for eaſe; 
On verdant plains in vain-the daiſies ſpring ; 
The birds in vain with ſweet caroling ſing; 
In yain the ſun beams forth refulgent rays 1 N 
In Sylvia's abſence nought, alas! can pleaſe. J ( 
Lyc. When peerleſs Myra's abſent from my fi ght, ö 
The ſweets of ſpring no more afford delight; 
My ſheep, unbeeded, wander to and fro, | 
While hills and dales around repeat my woe. [name 
Cor. The wounded trees bleed with my >ylvia's 
My engraven crook in verſe declares my flame; 
Angelic Sylvia, blitheſome, free, and kind, 
All night 1 dream of, fills all day my mind; 
Her winning charms for ever 1 could ſing, 
And make the echoes with her beauties ring, 

Lyc. My comely Myra grants me love for love; \_ 
Fer praiſe | ſing in every vale and grove; 
So mild her temper, and her face ſo fair, 

My lovely Myra is beyond compare! 
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Rivers may back ward to their fountains flow; | brow ; 


80 ſweetly ſung, are wcrthy of our praile; : 
And for your ſtrains, (you merit well the meed) 


And 'mong the ſhepherds merit endleſs fame; 
By artful cunning in the rural ſtrain, 
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cor. Goats may forſake the craggy mountain's 


Mild ſpring may ceaſe to clothe the mead with green; 
And vales of ſnow in ſultry June be ſeen: 

But thou, my Sylvia, all my heart holds dear, 

No power on earth ſhall from my boſom tear; 
There thou, bleſt nymph, in ſpite of all e 
Unrival'd reign'ſt the miſtreſs of my ſoul ! 

Lyc. Oer eaſtern hills the ſun ſhall ceaſe to riſe, 
Shall ceaſe at eve to gild the weſtern ſkies ; - 
No more the warblers on the leafy ſpray, 

Shall chant in ſpring their ſweet melodious lay; 
The zyphyrs ceaſe the aſpen leaf to move, 
When 1 my Myra ſhall forget to love. 
Mor. My blithſome Lycon thine harmonious lays, 


Accept, fond youth, this crook and braſs bound reed, 
But Colin's glee, and long experienc'd ſkill, 

What time to ſink a note, and when blow ſhrill, 

Muſt be allow'd, to theſe ſtak'd ewes lay claim, 


He'll pipe full long unriyall'd on the plain. 
But lo, the ſun's immerg'd in weltern ſea, 
And birds no longer ſing upon the ſpray ; 


3 Let us retire and fold our weary ſheep, 
/ And give the reſt of this calm night to ſleep. 
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THE FOURTH PASTORAL; 


o a, 


AMAN DUS. 
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Taz diſmal Night had now aſſum'd her reign, 
And wet with dew the ſilent, gloomy plain; 
Departed Sol was ſet in weſtern deep, 

And wearied mortals ſunk in balmy ſleep; 
When drown'd in tears, beneath a blaſted oak, 
(Where om'nous ravens to the deſart croak) 
Amandus lay. To give his ſorrows vent, | 
He thrice eſſay d, and thrice did ſighs prevent. Ws 
| To liſtening groves, at length, in hollow tone, 4-4 
And broken accents, thus he made his moan. 

Why have I liv'd to ſee this woeful day, 

Which has my Stella mingled with the clay? 

Why liv'd, to ſee her yield her tuneful breath ? 
To ſee the hour ſhe clos'd her eyes in death? ] 

© Love, wit, and beauty from the plains are fled, 
And in the grave with peerleſs Stella laid! 
Embower her tomb, ye gloomy cypreſs trees ! 

Come, ſigh with me, thou gentle, fanning breeze ! 
Bewail with me, ye lambs and bleating oy * 
With me, ye fountains, and ye rivers, weep! 
Reſound ye hills, ye vales with me deplore ! 

My young, my beauteous Stellas snow no more — 


| AMANDUS. 
: Behold (O baleful ſight !) that riſing mound, 
Which ſable yews, and willows pale ſurround ; 
Ah! there interr'd, regardleſs of my ſighs, 
My love, my all; the pride of nature lies ! | 
Love, wit, and beauty from the plains are fled, 
And in the grave with peerleſs Stella laid! 
With her no more the flowery field Ill tread! 
No more recline beneath the beechen ſhade ; 
Where oft I wont on oaten pipe to play, 
While lovely Stella join'd the ſimple lay !— 
No more ſhall ſhepherds round the virgin throng, 
Doat on her eharms, and join her pleaſing long; 
But on the branches hang the ſilent reed, | 
5 While with deſpair their heaving boſoms bleed; 
; LU And o'er her grave ſad roſemary beſtrew, 
And bid her, drown'd in tears, a long adieu ! 
* Love, wit, and beauty from the plains are fled, 
And in the grave withr peerleſs Stella laid! 
©. Ab gente Stella, nature's pride, is dead, 
Laid low in earth, and all her beauties fled ! 
No more her cheeks with blooming roſes vie, 
| Her cold, pale lips have loſt their crimſon dye! 
Her ſparkling eyes, which every boſom warm'd, 
Now languid lie, of all their fire difarm'd ! 
) Huſh'd is her voice, which erſt fo ſweetly ſung ! 
And wit no more flows from her ſilent tongue! 
| In bloom of youth death maim'd her virgin charms; 
\ ) 1 Add, mercileſs, tore her from a lovers arms! 


bs. -- NIGHT; O R, 


Ah yonder ſhe ! ! whilome more blithe and gay =—_s 1! 
Than joyous ſpring lies mingling with the clay! | 
&© Love, wit, and beauty from the plains are fled, 
And in the grave with peerleſs Stella laid ! 

Ah me! what tears? what ſighs my grief expreſs, 11 
When | revolve my Stella's laſt addreſs !— 
As o'er her couch that wocful day | ſtood, 

She pale and weak—and | with tears bedew'd ! 
While yet cold Death upheld the impending ſtroke, 
In feeble accents thus ſhe dying ſpoke. | 

My taper crook do thou Amandus take, 
* Uſe't as thine own for dying Stella's fake : 
t If &er you lov'd me, let my fleecy care, 
« Along with thine, thy kind attention ſhare : 
Wo For now, Amandus, I muſt bid adieu! þ 
** Muſt bid farewel to all the worki—and you! 
_ * To you, my love !—to you! ah welladay! 
© Neath calls, alas! and all muſt death obey! 
re Farewel !—adieu !”—Here death her voice ſuppreſs d, 
Her pains remov'd, and all her ſtruggles ceas d! 
Her pains, her ſtruggles ceas'd, and mine begun; 
She's now entomb'd, I left behind to moan. 
Love, wit, and beauty from the plains are fled, 
And in the grave with peerleſs Stella laid! 
Ah! what avails it ſhe my crook adorn'q 4 
With fragrant flowers. and love for love return d; 
TY That rural ditties ſhe ſo ſweetly ſung ? | 
| And poignant wit flow'd eyer from her tongue ? 
| 


Ans... 
Ah! what avails it ſhe was paſſing fair? 
That godlike virtue ever was her care? 


Not all her beauty, all my tears, could ſave 


My beauteous Stella from the gloomy grave; 
Nor voice more pleaſing than the Sirens ſong, 


Nor wit of peerleſs meed could life prolong. 


The old, the young, the homely, and the fair, 
Muſt yield to death, and for the grave prepare. 

Here ſighs again his ſtruggling ſpeech ſuppreſs'd ; 
And tears again bedew'd his heaving breaſt; 
Abſorb'd in grief, beneath the wither'd ſhade, 

All on a moſſy turf he lean'd his head, 
Till winding rills, which thro' the valley creep, 
With ſoothing murmurs Jull'd the ſwain aſleep. 
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On the Marriage of his Grace 
DOUGLAS, 


DUKE OF HAMILTON AND BRANDON, &c. 


| = I. 1. | 
| Reevr.cenr from the golden eaſt, 
Clad in his blazing ſaffron veſt, 
Rode forth the glorious God of day, 
Driving the noxious damps away: —_ | 5 | 
When lo! an artleſs ſhepherd ſwain . 
Led out his younglings to the plain; ö 
And while in view the nibblers feed, 
The jocund youth attunes his reed; 
Embower'd in yon romantic glades, 
Where rocky Aven's ſhelvy tide, | 
Wildly meandring thro” the tangled ſhades, 
Steals down the boſom of commercial Clyde. 
3 -- 
4 All hail! he cried, tranſlucent rays, 
' Whoſe pearly dews bedrop the ſprays; 
Gliſtering on every ſhrub that grows, 
On every fragrant flower that blows: 
Diſcloſing Nature's every charm; N 
Hill, dale, and grove, and cultur'd farm; | x 


ODES. : 19 
= 1 Rills twinkling down the moſſy ſleep; 
5 And daiſied meads, white-o er with ſheep. 
Hail ! roſy Morn ! Aurora hall ! 
O'er gilded mountains ſpeed thy way; 
Ambroſial odours breathe in every gale, 
Fling fragrance round, and uſher in the day! 
I. 3. 
For this bleſt day, the chief of Scotia's peers, 
Great Chattelrau ! the bands of Hymen wears! 
__ O'er Hamiltonia's bliſsful plains, 
Where jocund ſports the hours beguile, 
His fair Eliza, henceforth Dutcheſs, reigns, 
| Le Gods! propitious on their union ſmile, 
TE SEC „ 
N 5 Loath'd Melancholy hence, amain! 
Avaunt! with all thy hated train; 
| To Stygian ſhades, and caves forlorn, 
Deſcend, and fly the approach of morn! 
And thou, heart- eaſing Mirth ! appear 
Thy blithe facetious humour wear! 
Advance! and bring thy ſocial powers, 
Enliveners of the genial hours; 
And 'mong our nymphs and ſhepherds gay, 
Your pleaſure · bringing arts employ, 
N To crown our gambols; and this feſtal day 
Let's Ls. ſpend in jollity and joy! 
„ | 
* / ; E Forſake a while the Cyprian grove, 
= 6 And hither ſpeed thee, Queen of lore! 
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With thy endearments bleſs the Pair; / t Mb 
O may they ever be thy care! > | 
The while our noble Brandon roams 
Thro' Aven's bleſt romantic glooms, 
With his belov'd, his virtuous Bride ! | F ; 
O'er all their happy hours preſide! 
While heaven ſparkles in her eye, 
And Cupids round her boſom play; 
May fair Eliza every care defy ! 
May both for ever bleſs their bridal day! 
| H. 3. | 
And thou, great Hymen ! from the o'er-arching porch 
Of heaven, deſcend! and bring thy ſacred torch ! 
O! fix the hallow'd taper here; hs | „ 
Here let it unex tinguiſhed blaze! | | 
With Caledonia's greateſt, nobleſt Peer, 
And his tranſcendent Fair, to lateſt days! 
| oo 
Deſcend, great God of wedded love, 
Bleſt Hymen ! wing thee from above! 
And plenteous o'er their happy bower, 
Thine every choiceſt bleſſing pour! 
The while in bridal bed they ſleep, 
Let watchful Sylphs their vigils keep; 2 ol 
Let guardian Angels hover round 
And days, and nights with bliſs be crown'd ! 
Deign o'er our lillied meads to rove; 
O ſcatter all thy roſes here ! DD / 


—̃äͤ — 
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With numerous offspring crown their virtuous love; 
And ſmile benignly on the noble Pair!“ 
Il. 2. 

While thus he tun'd his artleſs lay, 

Diſporting Oreads, Sylvans gay, 

Blithe Fauns, and Dryads bruth through woods, 
And preen-hair'd Naiads quit the floods; e 
All raviſh'd with his feſtal ſtrain, 

Fantaſtic gambol round the ſwain; 
Old aven, liſtening on his urn, 

Caught every note, and ſprightly turn. 

Proud that the Nymphs applaud his ſong, 
He dar'd again the (train eſſay; 

still, while the echoes every note prolong, 
To Brandon's nuptials tun'd his artleſs lay. 
„ it. 3. = 

To greet the welcome day try'd all his (kill, 

Us'd all his cunning on the tuneful quill; 

Fach woodland nymph in chorus joins, 

And dawning day elated greets; 
His ear old Aven with more joy inclines, 
And Echo all the feſtive ſtrain repeats, 


THE FIRST OF MAY. 


Nunc omnis ager, nunc omnis parturit arbos: 
Nunc frondent lilvac, nunc formoſiſſimus annus. 


Vine, 


 Buxsr from the chambers of the eaſt, 
Behold the god of day ! 
In robes of light refulgent dreſt, 
To cheer the firſt of May: 
Rejoice, ye ſwains! ye blooming nymphs, be glad! 
Dull Winter and his gloomy train are fled, 


And now, from icy fetters loos'd, 
Each river runs and rill; | | 
And feather'd choirs, by Phoebus rous d, 
The groves with muſic fill: 

Come, let us join the ſweet melodious lay, 

And greet, with joyful hearts, the new-born May, 


See how the dapple flowers that blow, 
Their colour d foliage ſpread, 

To paint the garden's ſmiling brow, | 
Or deck the verdant mead, 

All nature blooming gladdens and looks gay, 
Reviv'd by radiant Sol's prolific ray. 


— 
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And at fwains, ſee how they danee 
Elated on the plain, | 
On whom attendant does advance 
' Bleſt health devoid of pain! 
TT. TY "From ſmoky cities, then, ye giddy gay, 
Haſte to the fields and talte the ſweets of _— 


With ee hearts come hat us hail 
The blooming queen of May, 
Who ſmiles in every fertile vale, 
And on the hills looks gay: 

All in grand chorus join our grateful lays, 


And ſing with gladneſs new-born Maia's praiſe, 
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Cour, ſolacing Pity. ſay, 

- Whither haſt thou wing'd thy way? 
Far from palaces and courts, 
Far from all the gay reſorts 
Of the giddy, vain, and proud, 
Folly's ſelf-important crowd. 
In what melancholy cell 
Heaven's offspring doſt thou dwell ? 
With thy tears what rivers riſe 
Ever flowing from thy eyes? 
While proud men, compaſſion's foes, 
Heedleſs of each other's woes, 
Thruſt the needy helpleſs poor 
Diſregarded from their door; 
While the orphan in diſtreſs | 
With unfeeling hearts they paſs; 
While in mis'ry merit lies; 
And neglected virtue dies. 

Bleſt were men in days of old, 
In that happy age of gold, 
When the ſcepter, gentle maid, 
Thou without contention fway'd; 
Then were naked orphans clad, 


And the poor ſupply'd with bread 


7 


1 


5 Then with tears and hearing breaſt 


Each one pity'd the diſtreſt, 
All ſincere in heart and true, 
Taſted Heav n itſelf below. 
Gentle Pity ! heav'n-born, 
From. thy lonely cave return, 

: Flowing tears and ſighs impart, 
Soften evety ſtony heart: 
Come, extend thy calm domain, 

| Renew the golden age again, 
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ELDRED AND ERIN. ( — 


Yarrow! on thy margent green 

Laughing Sports were erewhile ſeen, 

Who their gambols quaintly play'd 

Jocund in the watery glade; 

But never ſhall thy vocal ſhore, 

Thy mournful dells, where bleeds the Boy ! 
With feſtive ſongs re- echo more, 

Nor on thy banks be heard the voice of joy. 
O lovely Eirin! had'ſt thou not preferr'd 
My rival's love, yet had the youth been ſpared. 


Lo! where beauteous Eirin roves 
Frantic thro” the gloomy. groves;- 
Spare, thy tender boſom, ſpare, 
Rend not thus thy golden hair 
From yonder mountain's craggy brow 
*© That high o'ertops the jutty rock, | 
** Didſt thou not hear the yoice of woe? [croak! 
© Hark! ſcreech-owls ſcream, and om'nous ravens 
Cold lies my Eldred on the empurpled ground 
* The crimſon torrent guſhing from his wound! 


te Ye doleful caves! ye mountains hoar ! 
* And ye once pleaſing green - wood ſhades ! 
* Sound not my plaint along the ſhore; 
Repeat it not ye vocal glades. 


My ſiſters elſe, whoſe love he heard with ſcorn, ml 
Will catch my ſighs, and mock me while I mourn-- | 
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* Yarrow! wherefore, rueful flood, 

£ Rolls thy torrent red with blood? 

« Well the fatal cauſe l know, | 

Curs'd be he that ſtruck the blow” — 

Fair Eirin! ſmite not thus thy breaſt, 

Yet to my tender tale incline, 

Tho' Eldred in thy love was bleſt, 

His youthful paſſion never equall'd mine; 

Theſe ſcenes forſake, that feed your wild deſpair, 
The bridemaid's blithe, your nuptial robes prepare. 


“ Ruthleſs murd'rer, can'ſt thou. woo, 
Still my wretched ſteps purſue! 
* Haſt thou not thine hands imbrued 
* In my gallant Eldred's blood? 
** Seeſt thou that ghaſtly ſpectre tread, 
Vet from his wound red currents flow, - 
*« My Eldred's ghoſt !. ill-fated ſhade! 
Inhuman that thou art! you ſtruck the blow! 
» Perdition catch thine arm ! thy fatal ſword ! 
** Behold, thou fiend ! that ſeemly boſom gored! 


Hark! hark! again the ſcreech-owl's ſeream 
Seek not my burſting heart to ſoothe: | 
** What corſe floats yonder down the ſtream ? 
is he! my Eldred, comely youth! | 
“Vet will I claſp my hapleſs Boy“ ſhe cried, 
And headlong plunged into the fatal tide, 
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RETIREMENT. 


Fax from all the pomp of ſtate, 
All the follies of the great, 
Vinities, and fleeting joys, - 
And the city's empty noiſe; 
May it be my happy fate, 
In ſome rural bleſt retreat, 
Cheerfully to ſpend in eaſe 
The remainder of my days! 
Soson as Aurora, goddeſs bright, 
Has unbarr'd the gates of light, 
And the ſun with early rays, 
Nature's verdant charms difplays : 
Then may I, devoid of care, 
Breathe the healthful morning air! 
Hear the warblers on the ſpray 
Chant their ſweet melodious . : 
And, ſincere, may I with them, 
Join the early matin hymn! 
And proclaim in hallow'd lays 
Our Almighty Maker's praiſe ! 
And, again, at cloſe of day, 
When bright Phoebus haſtes away 
Down to yonder weltern ſea, . | 
Leaving all to night and me; 


| 


] 
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p_\ May I view, with fond delight, 


Nature fading in my ſight ! 


On her ſilent beauties gaze, 


With due wonder and amaze! 


| View the azure ſky ſerene, 


Silyer moon and ſtarry train; 


All our Maker's works explore, 


And his holy name adore! - 
Thus contented may I dwell, 


Happy in my lonely cell, 


| \ 0 h 
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THE SEASONS. Addreſſed to MISS ——. 


SPRING. 


BenoLD, by ſmiling Cupids led, 
From gay alcoves and roſeate bowers, 

Mild Spring adyances o'er the mead, | 
And paints the plain with dappled flowers; 
The groves their verdant liv'ry wear, 

And woods and wilds in bloom appear 
Sweet odours th' infant bloſſoms ſhed 

 Ofer all the variegated mead; 

The rills, that erſt forgot to flow, 
Creep murm'ring thro? the vales below; 
And hark! the tenants of the ſpray, 
Now cheerful wake the opening day, 
And ſweet in ev'ry thicket ſing, 
To hail the mild approaching Spring, 

Who ſmiling blithſome opes the purple year, 

And bids dame Nature now in all her pomp appear. 


His courſe prolific Phoebus ſteers, 
 Effulgent o'er yon eaſtern bill, 

Aurora's lucid cryſtal tears 

From every riſing plant diſtil: 

And ſee, the lark ſuſpended high, 
With early matins fills the ſky, | 
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While deep in yonder peaceful glade, 
Where elms diffuſe a grateful ſhade, 


Reclin'd the fragrant ſſow'rs among, 
The ſhepherd tunes his artleſs ſong, 
And views around, devoid of care, 


The beauties of the riſing year; 


On either ſide his lambkins feed, 
And ſportive gambol o' er the mead: 


The ſmall birds, emulous, join the ſhepherd's lay, 
Make hill and dale reſound, and uſher in the day. 


- Far from che city's buſtling croud, 


Where vanities and vices reign, 


Far from the ſelfiſh and the proud, 
The great, the giddy, and the vain; 
To yonder ivy mantled cove, 


Bleſt ſeat of harmony and love ! 

Where. oaks their towꝰ ring branches C pread, 
And form a broader, browner ſhade; 
Where limpid rills meand'ring gow; 

And cooling zephyrs gently blow; 

Let us, my Myra! lovely fair! 

By Spring call'd forth, with joy repair; 
Let's view the beauty: of the fields, 

And taſte the ſweets retirement yields; 


2 Wa 
Spring, blooming nymph! with ev'ry bliſs replete; 
Smiling, invites us to our rural calm retreat, 


VW 


With cuckow's ſweet unvaried note, 
Reſponſive echoes round us ring, 
And Philomel's mellifluous throat, 
Sweet warbling, hails the welcome Spring; 
The happy hind, buyant and gay, 
Cheer'd by the lark at dawn of day, | 
While ruddy health blooms on his brow, 
Whiſtles along, —and with his plough, 
As o'er the furrow'd field he plods, 
Careful divides the yielding clods, 
Or liſtens to his Daphne's ſong, 
The while ſhe blithſome trips along, 
To milk her cows in yonder clover dale, 
Or tend her bleating younglings down th'enamell'd vale; \ | 0 


What goodly proſpects round us riſe, 
In all their op'ning bloom array'd ! 
What ſcenes attract our wond'ring eyes, 
Since Spring her purple-carpet laid! 
| Behold the gay vermilion roſe 
Does now his ev'ry charm diſcloſe! 
Here the violet decks the mead, 
There gaudy tulips rear their head; 
Ten thouſand flow'rets round appear, 
Jo grace the boſom of my fair; 
Theſe white narciſſus' newly blown 
In wreaths ſhall lovely Myra crown; 


dvtEs. = 
wa The ſweeteſt flow'rs that round us blow 
shall in my fair one's boſom glow : 


| Blithe nymphs who throng around, and ſhepherds gay, 
Shall hail my beauteous Myra blooming queen of May! 


They come !—the rural nymphs and ſwains, 
With roſeate health and mirthful glee, 
Blithe tripping o'er th' empurpl'd plains, 
To greet the genial Spring, and thee! 
Hark ! muſic wild our ear aſſails, 
| Sweet ſounding thro? the vocal dales, 
And lo! each ruddy.ſmiling maid, 
By Corydon, or Colin led, 
l 1 | Prompted by Damon's {imple lays, | 
/ | 1 Dance thro' the gay meand' ring maze; 
| Let us, with them, ſweet Myra! ſhare 
Their jocund ſports, and baniſh care, 
see Fauns and Dryads join the throng, 
And cheerful bid us come along, 
Advance, my Fair! the ſummons ſtraight obey, 
Since time flies unperceiv d, we'll frolic while we may. 
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With cuckow's ſweet unvaried note, } 1 
Reſponſive echoes round us ring, m2 
And Philomel's mellifluous throat, 

Sweet warbling, hails the welcome Spring j 

The happy hind, buyant and gay, | 

Cheer'd by the lark at dawn of day, 

While ruddy health blooms on his brow, 

Whiſtles along, —and with his plough, 

As o'er the furrow'd field he plods, 

Careful divides the yielding clods, 
Or liſtens to his Daphne's ſong, 
The while ſhe blithſome trips along, 
To milk her cows in yonder clover dale, 
Or tend her bleating younglings down th'enamell'd vale. 

What goodly proſpects round us riſe, f 

In all their op' ning bloom array'd ! 
What ſcenes attract our wond' ring eyes, 
Since Spring her purple carpet laid! 
Behold the gay vermilion roſe 

Does now his ev'ry charm diſcloſe ! 
Here the violet decks the mead, 
There gaudy tulips rear their head; 
Ten thouſand flow'rets round appear, 
To grace the boſom of my fair ; 

Theſe white narciſſus' newly blown 
| In wreaths ſhall lovely Myra crown; 
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} 1); The ſweeteſt flow'rs that round us blow 
Shall in my fair one's boſom glow: 
Blithe nymphs who throng around, and ſhepherds gay, 
Shall hail my beauteous Myra blooming queen of May! 


They come !—the rural nymphs and ſwains, 
With roſeate health and mirthful glee, 
Blithe tripping o'er th' empurpl'd plains, 

| To greet the genial Spring, and thee! 

Hark! muſic wild our ear aſſails, 

Sweet ſounding thro' the vocal dales, 

And lo! each ruddy.ſmiling maid, 

By Corydon, or Colin led, 5 

Prompted by Damon's ſimple lays, 

Dance thro' the gay meand'ring maze; 

Let us, with them, ſweet Myra! ſhare 

Their jocund ſports, and baniſh care, 

See Fauns and Dryads join the throng, 

And cheerful bid us come along, 
Advance, my Fair! the ſummons ſtraight obey, 
Since time flies unperceiv'd, we'll frolic while we may. 
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Iuvrrvous in his Ander car, 

Lo! where the God of Day, | 

O'er gilded hills refulgent far, x WT N 
Darts his inceſſant ray: 

Mead, grove, and lawn of RE) ke, 

A ruddy dye diſcloſe to view; 

Each languid roſe his crimſon folds, 

Parch'd Nature yields to Summer's powers, 

Who, tended. by the ſultry Hours, 

His hot dominion holds. 


| How eager o'er the clover mead 9 
The healthy Mowers hie! | 4 / | 
How cheerfully the Damſels ſpeed ; 

| The buſy work to ply! \ 

Ihe produce of the ripened he'ds 

Beneath the ſweeping weapon yields; 
While they rejoicing, blithe and free, 
Alleviate oft their ſultry toil, 

And weary tedious hours beguile 

With _ mirth and glee. 


| Meth yon hay - cocks fragrant ſhade _ E 
Where ſmiling Cupids rove, : | 
The artleſs youth and blooming maid 
- Repeat their tales of love; 
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The modeſt bluſh her cheeks diſcloſe, 


Which emulates the vermil roſe ! 
Ye nymphs of Faſhion's taudry train 
With toilet tints of various hue, 


Which o'er your languid features glow, 


You imitate in vain! 


Seck not the cheek of roſeate dye, 


In courts among the gay; 


Nor ſeek in towns the ff parkling eye, 


That darts the magic ray; 


Theſe ever ſhun the ſtately dome, 


And o'er the enameled valleys roam, 
With Innocence and Meekneſs led; 
And oſten join the feſtive ſport, 
When merry nymphs and ſwains reſort 
To gambol o'er the mead. 


Now Phoebus darts his vertic blaze; 


Silence o'er all prevails; 
Save where the ſportive inſe& race 
Our liſtening ear aſſails: 


In every bright effulgent beam, 


Millions of flies diſporting gleam, 


with wings of variegated dye; 
And wheeling thro' the liquid ray, 


J 


_ They murmuring wing their ary way 


/ Amid the clear blue ſky. 


E 2 
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Iuprrvovus in his bing car, 

Lo! where the God of Day, | 

O'er gilded hills reſulgent far, 1835 0 
| / 

Darts his inceſſant ray: | | 

Mead, grove, and lawn of arid hue, 

A ruddy dye diſcloſe to view; 

Fach languid roſe his crimſon folds, 

Parch'd Nature yields to Summer's powers, 

Who, tended by the ſultry Hours, 

His hot dominion holds. 


| How eager o'er the clover mead En ( 
The healthy Mowers hie! - / ( | 
How cheerfully the Damſels ſpeed „ 
The buſy work to ply! \ 
The produce of the ripened fie!ds 
Beneath the ſweeping weapon yields; 
While they rejoicing, blithe and free, 
Alleviate oft their ſultry toil, 
And weary tedious hours beguile 
With _ mirth and glee. 


a yon hay-cocks fragrant hade- - . 
Where ſmiling Cupids rore, 

The artleſs youth and blooming maid | 
- Repeat their tales of love; 


5 
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The modeſt bluſh her cheeks diſcloſe, 
Which emulates the vermil roſe ! 
Ye nymphs of Faſhion's taudry train 
With toilet tints of various hue, 


Which o'er your languid features glow, 


You imitate in vain! 


Seek not the cheek of roſeate dye, 


In courts among the gay; 


Nor ſeek in towns the ſparkling eye, 


That darts the magic ray; 


Theſe ever ſnun the ſtately dome, 
And o'er the enameled valleys roam, 
With Innocence and Meekneſs led; 
And often join the feſtive ſport, 


When merry nymphs and ſwains reſort 
To gambol o'er the niead. 


Now Phoebus darts his vertic blaze; 
Silence o'er all prevail 

Save where the ſportive inſe& race 
Our liſtening ear aſſails: 

In every bright effulgent beam, 
Millions of flies diſporting gleam, 


/ With wings of variegated dye; 


I 


Amid the clear blue ſky. 


And wheeling thro' the liquid ray, 
They murmuring wing their airy way 
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- Behold in yonder watery glade, 
Cloſe by th' embowering wood, 

The jocund youth enjoy the ſhade; 
Or headlong in the flood, 

In devious tracts diſporting cleave 
With vigorous arm the glaſſy wave, 
Their ebon ringlets floating round; 
Or gaudy butterflies annoy, 

And all their frolics quaint employ, 
With Health's beſt bleſſings crown'd. 


O happy ſeaſon! free from cares, 
And full of ſprightly joy; 

How cheerful glide our youthful years! 1 
How blithe the thoughtleſs boy! 


Bleſt Health ſmiles on his blooming cheeks, 


With Innocence he paſtime ſeeks 

O'er hills, and dales, and meadows gay, 
Nor ever thinks, while on they range, 
Youth's airy viſion ſoon will change: 

He knows but of to-day ! 


Ve towering Oaks, ye umbrageous Groves, 
To your receſs | fly, 

Where ſober Contemplation roves, 
Far from the public eye: 
Here let me ſpend life's fleeting years, 
Deyoid of anxious doubts, and fears; 
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And henceforth learn from Nature's lore 
The genuine bliſs Contentment yields, — 


And wide o'er all the buſy fields 


On Fancy's pinions ſoar. 


What magic leads my longing fight 
To yonder hazel copſe? 


” Why throbs my heart with fond aelight 


Why theſe extatic hopes ? | 
'Tis ſhe ! my Myra, lovely maid! 
Approaching thro' the checker'd ſhade, 
Sweet as the blooming Queen of May; 
Like fair Aurora, goddeſs bright ! 
When burſting thro' the gates of light 


To uſher 1 in che day. 


Ye ſpreading Elms embower my Fair ; 
Ye Zephyrs round her play; 


Her charms divine, great Sol, forbear 
To mar with vertic ray! 


Fe fragrant Pinks, thou crimſon Roſe, 


Your choiceſt hoard of ſweets diſcloſe ; 


Ye Flow'rets gay which paint the plain, 


Shed all your odours round my Love, 
While to enjoy, we cheerful rove, 
The ſweets of Summer's reign! 
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AUTUMN, 

Taro! golden fields, and gardens gay, 

Whoſe ſweets luxurious ope to view, 

Rich Ceres and Pomona ſtray, 

And lib'rally their bleſfings ſtrew. 

O'er all the mead of yellow dye, 

Where'er you caſt your circling eye, 


Lo! Plenty cheers the happy ſwains, | 
And Nature all * glad, while jolly Autumn reigns, 


The blithſome hind with joy ſurveys 

Rich Harveſt bow his yellow head; 

And o'er the field contented ſees, 

His pains and labour well repaid: 

Beholds the grain his toiling care 

Had ſown, which Spring made erſt appear, 

And thro' the Summer blooming grew, 

Now {well'd to full 8 ruſhing on his view, 


No fears alarm his guiltleſs ſoul; 

From far he unappall'd deſcries 

I The lightening glare—hears thunders roll, 
That with convulſions rend the ſkies : | 
Hears wheeling from the mountains hoar, 
Rude tempeſts thro' the foreſt roar ; 
While o'er the boundleſs floating plain, N 
The heay'ns ruſh down in torrents of impetuous rain, | 
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Within his lone ſequeſter d cot, | 

Which deep umbrageous ſhades embow'r, © 
He ſhelter finds, till ſtorms without 
subſide, and thunders ceaſe to roar : 


And when bright Sol with beaming rays, 


Thro' clouds burſt forth, and round dif] plays 


The beauties of the ripen'd year, 
With joy to reap the fields, his rural throng prepare. 


Now to the mead our ſtep we'll bend, 
Sweet Nymph ! pride of my rural lay ! 


Come, yonder eminence aſcend ! 


And taſte the ſweets of dawning day: 
There, lovely Myra ! view below, 


\ The fields with buſy Hbour glow ; 


See every nymph and cheerful ſwain, 


While ruſtic jokes divert, cut down the floating plain. 


Behold! how de buxom maids 


Labour, the luſty ſheaves to pile! 


M hile ev'ry ſwam his ſweet · heart aids, 

Agd mitigates her rural toil. 

H appy they! to vice unknown, 

Content has mark'd them for her own; 

With them bleſt Virtue ever dwells, 
And Innocence and Health imparadiſe their cells. 


Not all the riches of the great 
San purchaſe happineſs like theirs; 
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Nor all the downy beds of ſtate 

Diſpel in ſleep corroding cares. 

| Say then, my Love ! whoſe virgin breaſt 

Of every virtue is poſſeſt; | 

Say, wouldſt thou leave my peaceful grove 1 
To flaunt in gold? forbid it, Heaven! forbid it, Loye! 


| Leave pride and folly to the gay; 

= | To yonder florid orchard haſte ; 

| Goddeſs Pomona leads the way, 

WY And courts thee to a rich repaſt. 

With ſweets replete, th' ambroſial pear 

And juicy peach hang round my Fair! | 
The wall · fruit luſcious pleaſe the ſight, \ * 

| And, mellow all, to taſte their ripen'd ſweets invite, , 


Behold, where hangs the cluſt ring vine! 
| The merry Fauns exulting ſing, 
| And hail with joy the god of wine, 
| While hills and dales with Ios ring. 
The harveſt o'er, — the village ſwaios 
Triumphant gambol o'er the plains, 
Give all the day to mirth and play, 
Prepar d for diſmal Winter's ſtern deſpotic ſway, 


| | Hark! —from afar the echoing horn 

| Reverb'rates ſhril] thro' winding vales; 

| The hounds now wake the purple morn, 
And urge their prey o'er hills and dales : 
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m Vain the ſlag, his foes to ſhun, 


Would mix the herd; they ſelfiſh run 
Far from their friend, in tears bedew'd, 


And ſee him fall a victim to the merc'leſs croud. 


So the poor nymph, whom love ſincere 
(Unſkill'd in Cupid's mazy wiles) 


Perſuades to lend a liſt'ning ear 


To Damon's tale, nor fears his guiles: 
When by the cruel youth deceiv d, 
Her wonted quiet's ne'er retriev'd, 
Her company acquaintance ſhun, 


And by the ſwain ſhe's ſco rn'd by whom ſhe was undone; 


Learn hence, my Fair! in bloom of youth, 


To prize bleſt Innocence] your guide; 


Miſtake not flatteriog praiſe for truth, 

Nor in your charms too much conſide; 

For ſoon the bloom your cheeks diſcloſe 

Muſt die, and all their crimſon loſe; 

And, like theſe groves, whoſe leaves decay'd 

Now ſtrew the ground, your charms in life's decline 
muſt fade. 


— 


"  ODE9. 


WINTER 


Wipp o'er the deſolate, deſerted plain, 
Now diſmal Winter bears deſpotic ſway, 
And round his throne attend a gloomy train, 
Storms, Hail, and beating Rains, in dread array: 
The fetter'd floods no longer ſmoothly flow, 
Bright virgin ſnow the naked field o erſpreads, 
Loud tempeſts howling from the mountains brow, 
Rend tow'ring oaks, and ſhake their leafleſs heads: 
While foreſts wild the dreadful yell reſound, 

An univerſal devaſtation reigns around, 


Thro- wheeling clouds which vail the darken'd * 
The ſickly ſun emits a feeble ray, 

And ſoon deſcending to the ocean hies, 

Faintly diſtinguiſhing the doubtful day. 

The fleecy flocks beneath the ſhade ſecur'd, 

And lowing herds, the ruthleſs ſtorm defy, 

While happy peaſants in their huts immur'd, 
Round blazing hearths, contentment bleſt enjoy: 
Pleas'd with the rural joke, and uncouth lay, 

The tedious gloomy night glides cheerfully away. 


At morn's approach, Sol faintly glimmering ſhows; 
O'er dreary waſtes, where-e'er we turn our eyes, 
Inverted pillars hung from leafleſs boughs, 

And cryſtal battlements which round ariſe; 
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While the gay youths (whoſe labouring threfhers Toil 
And Induſtry their loaded granaries fill.) 
Rear'd on the temper'd ſteel, the day beguile, 
_ _ Skimming the pavement of the glaſſy rill, 
1 , Or urge the feather'd game o'er lawn and heath, 
With patient dog, and thundering inſtruments of death, 


al 
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Ye friends of Fortune! crown'd with Harveſt's ſtore! 
While thus in ſport ye ſpend the drooping day, 
Deign to aſſiſt, with generous hand, the poor, 
And wipe the tears of poyerty away ! 
Let fad deſpondency your ſolace ſhare, 
To aid diſtreſs with pious bounty deign, 
Merit, by charity, the widow's prayer, | 

\ And th' orphan's gratitude by goodneſs gain: 
Ah! think how many pine in want, —and know, 
With lib'ral hand 'tis great, tis godlike to beſtow ! 


Again the tempeſts roar, waves tow'ring.riſe, 
Thxro' tatter'd ſails rude winds impetuous howl, 
Tremendous thunder rends the gloomy ſkies, 
And forky lightning glares from pole to pole. 
By love led forth, Eliza ſceks the ſhore, 
' I wixt hope and fear diſtracted ; while ſhe views 
The ſhatter'd ſhip, and hears the billows roar, 
| The tear unfeign'd her blooming check bedews ; 
dhe long her love's arrival patient waits, | 
0b Nor recks the rattling hail that round inceſſant beats, 
F 3 | 


Alas ! poor nymph ! how vain thy fruitleſs lays / 1 M?- 
Ah ! how prophetic are thy doubts and fear ! f 
Vour lovely ſailor, erſt ſo blithe and gay, 
Lies yonder floating on his watry bier. 
From craggy cliffs the frantic maid deſcries 
Her lifeleſs lover o'er'the billows ride, 
Till wheeling eddies ſnatch'd him from her eyes, 
And deep inurn'd him in the roaring tide; 
His ſpectre pale, which floated in her fight, 
She frantic flew t ' embrace, and ſunk in endleſs night, 


Ye ſous of Folly ! diſſipate and vain ! 

Hence learn to judge more candid of the fair, 

Nor from Deþauch'ry's lewd, abandon'd train, 

Conclude the ſex all falſe and infincere ! 

In vain the harlot, with her firen tongue, 

Would ſtrive to pleaſe, diſplaying all her charms, 
In vain allure you with her artful ſong, 

Or ſmiling bid you to her circling arms, 

Did ye but know the laſting, bleſt delight 

The wedded pair enjoy, whenhearts with hands * 


Myra! ſweet EY ! behold how chang'd the ſcene, 
How fad the fields we blithſome wont to tread! 
When genial Spring, and all her ſmiling train, 
Erewhile with roſes deck'd th' enamell'd mead: 
No dappled flow'rs now paint the deſart field, 
No rural ditties fill the leafl&gggrove, 


/ 
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1 T he naked bow'rs no fragrant odours yield, 


No jocund ſhepherds tune their pipes to love ! 


Their ſhiv'ring younglings ſeek the welcome folds, 


While Winter over all his frigid empire holds. 
Amid the horrors of the varied year, 

Round blazing bearths, angelic Fair! with thee, 
Beneath my humble roof, devoid of care, 


I'd happy dwell with ſocial mirth and glee. 1 


What tho' mild Spring her blooming tinge denies, 
And Summer cheers us not beneath the ſhade, 
'Tho'Autumn's ſtores no more attract our eyes, 


Tho' Nature's charms are wither'd and decay d? 


Such pleaſure do thy wit and beauty bring, 


With thee tis alway Summer, tis perpetual Spring, 


Let howling tempeſts thro the foreſts growl, 
| Thro' burſting clouds let forky lightning glare, 


And dreadful thunder roar from pole to pole, 
By Virtue guarded, what haſt thou to fear ? 


While round our couch the Sylphs their vigils keep, 


In fond embrace I'd (train thee to my breaſt, 
And when calm ſſumbers ſhould invite to ſleep, 


In others' arms ſecure we'll ſink to reſt ! 


Theſe joys be ours, to Virtue only known, 


Hymen deſcend ! and all our fondeſt wiſhes crown! 
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Sixncg with verdant beauties ſmiling, 
Ev'ry field and mead looks gay, 
And each grove the birds are filling 
With their ſweet melgdious lay; 
Soon as chat and tea are over, 
Let each virgin with her lover 
To the banks of Clyde repair, 
Frifk and breathe reviving air. 

„ 

See the eve ſerene invites ye 


5 To the mead, ye blooming Fair! 


Feather'd ſongſters will delight ye, 
Warbling pleaſant in the air. | 


Uiſten to the charming ſound, 


Cheerful ſmile, let mirth abound; 
And with joy by lovers led, 
Trip along the flowery mead. 
5 „„ 

Cupid's mother will take pride in 
Maids ſo graceful, young, and fair, 
And the place where ſhe reſides in 

| Leave, and build her tewple here. 
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/ 4 d | Then with joy, ye virgin throng! 


With your lovers friſk along; 
Dance and frolic while you may, 
Beauty laſts but for a day, 
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CIE SsTIAI Mem'ry! lend thine aid! FEE 

Recal thoſe happy hours 5 0 
I ſpent with Delia, lovely maid! ; 

In Avon's bliſsful bow'rs. 


| Thoſe hours recal, beneath the ſhade 
Which then ſo rapid flew ! | 
With her, deep in the leafy glade, 
The Joys 1 felt, renew! „55 
*T was then her checks of of ſy dye, 
Pe void of fulſome art, 

Her glowing lip, her magic eye, 
Deep pierc'd me to the heart! 


Time was, when ſtranger to dull Care, 
1 join'd the virgin throng; 
VUnmov d their winning ſmiles could bear, 
And captivating tongue. 


Not all their tales, devis d to pleaſe, 
My youthful heart could move, 
Till Delia did my feelings ſeize, 
And ſoul ſubdu'd to love! 


SONGS: 1 
| Why i taunt me now in fetters bound, 
A ſlave to Delia's charms ? 


The coldeſt heart her beauties wound, 
And ev'ry boſom warms ! 
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Y x ſhepherds whoſe hearts never know 
The tender impreſſions of love, 

Nor ſo much as a thought e'er beſtow 

On the innocent Nymphs of the Grove. 


In vain of your freedom you boaſt ; 
In Love's roſy fetters confin'd, 

I rejoice in my liberty loſt, 
While Juliet ſtill deigns to be kind, 


| Your taunts I ſhall ever deſpiſe, 
Nor wou'd I my freedom retrieve; 
The moment I ſaw her bright eyes, 
I gloried in being her ſlave ! 


Her breaſt then with flowers I adorn'd, 
She proud of her roſy attire, _ 

A ſmile for my favours return'd 

A ſmile was my fondeſt deſire. 


Her lambs I led forth to the mead, _ 
My Juliet tript jocund the while; 
I pip'd her a tune on my reed, 
And gods! the applauded my fil. 


FA 


Blithe ever I'll ſing in her praiſe, 


Her beauties extoll all day long, 
Nor envy the poet his bays, 


Since Juliet approves of my ſong, 
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| You bid me, Juliet, ceaſe to love, 


Yet ſmile benign as May ; 
Thoſe eyes the coldeſt heart would move, 


Ah can l then W 1 


Your "MIA charms when I adore, 
My flame you gently chide, 
And bid me think of love no more, 


Let reaſon be my guide.“ 


Say, who can ſhun th' unerring dart, 
The ſon of Venus throws ? | 
Or who can Cupid's keeneſt ſmart, 
By Reaſon's rules oppoſe. 


And when in Love's filk fetters bound, 
All counſel we deſpiſe; 


Such pleaſing hopes, ſuch joys abound! 
*Tis folly to be wiſe, 


}& 


* 


SONGS. | 53 
SONG Y, 


Lo where Glotta's currents rove! 


In many a wild meander, 


Deep in yonder lonely grore, 
1˙ll ſolitary wander. 


Thou canſt witneſs, conſcious Shade, 


What hopes her ſmiles excited; 


Juliet falſe ungrateful maid, 


Is thus my love requited! 


Happy am I in my mind, 


Who've loſt the dear deceiver; 


Since nor ſighs nor vows could bind, 


How can I prieve to leave her. 


Some bleſt nymph ſhall fill my arms, 
Till death we ne'er ſhall ſever, 


Thence forget my Juliet's charms, 


For ever and for ever! 


54 SONGS, 
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THE WAIL OF SUSAN, 
A BALLAD. 
O'zn all the wide ocean the billows were rolling, 
*Mid torrents of hail the dread thunder did roar, 


And loud from the mountains the tempeſt was howling, 
When Sue ſat to welcome her lover on ſhore, 


* On me, ye rude winds! (ſaid ſhe) vent all your fury, 
«© Why o'er the deep ocean ſo boift'rouſly roar ye? 

** Oh! ſpare in your ire my dear Jack, I implore ye! 
And ſend him ſafe back to the. arms of his Sue !” 


Now full in her view, o'er the foaming waves driv'n, 


Diſmaſted and ſhatter'd, the veſſel appears; 
Peſpairing, and wild, ſhe addreſs'd her to Heaven, 
And tore her ſoft treſſes, mid torrents of tears. 


f* Avaunt! yerudebillows ! ceaſefarther to move here! 


5 Ye hurricanes dreadful ! your bluſt ring give over! 

Nor cruelly twine a fond maid of her lover; 

* Ah! what, if Jack's drown'd, will become of his 
Sue! £ 5 
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„Alas! hapleſs nymph ! how prophetic thy doubts are! 
How fruitleſs thy ſtay! well-a-day! and how vain! 


In viewo'er the waves, ſee! your Jacklifeleſs floats there; 
A victim, ah me! to the rage of the main ! | 


Now frantic, now ſpeechleſs, ſhe ſtedfaſtly views him, 
Vet bear him; kind billows ! (ſhe cries) to my boſom! 
* Within my fond arms I'll for ever incloſe him, 


Nor ſhall cruel Death ſep'rate Jack from his Sue !”” 


To burſt with deep ſighs her fair boſom was ready, 
As frantic her lifeleſs poor failor ſhe ey'd, 
When all on a ſudden a ſwift-wheeling eddie, 

* n him, poor * in the deep roaring tide. 


vet ſtill, in her "nt the-fond virgin f ſees him, 
And eager ſhe plang'd in the main to embrace him, 
And ſunk with her love to the ſhades of Elyſium, 
Allotted for lovers like Jack and his Sue, 
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I. 
W 11x thus, mighty Bacchus! we ſing thy great glory, 
And wine in ful] bumpers we joyfully quafft, 
| Attend with thy train, jolly god! we implore thee, 
And join with thy vot'ries, when drunk, the loud laugh. 
For life is a jeſt, and ev'ry thing ſhows 1 
And of ſhort duration, there's no one but knows it, | 
The preſent time's ours, and they” re fools that would , 
| | loſe it, 
l Come then our fall bumpers let's joyfll quaff! E 
| IT. 
| Elated with wine, when at minke we revel, 
1 Throꝰ ſtreets we keep roving, all jovial and free, 
| And kick up a duſt, roar and ſing like the d—1, 
1 No mortals on earth are ſo happy as we. 
| And beating the rounds, when each takes his ſtation, 
18 Mongſt lamps and the windows, . — d what devaſta- 
tion! 
| with watchmen and guards we e play h— land d—m- 
Frcs | 
What champions ſo brave—ſo courageous as we 5 
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Dull mortals around us of ev'ry profeſſion, 

Who in toil, or in ſtudy, their lifetimes employ, 
When cloy'dwiththeirbus'neſs they all make confeſſion, 
Such pleaſure as ours they can never enjoy. 
( Come all at once then, let's drink off our glaſſes; 
The joys of old wine there's no pleaſure ſurpaſſes, 
The ſober dull fool who denies it an aſs is, 

In drinking there's pleaſure which never can eloy. 


ELEGY I. 
TO FYULEIET. 


From courts remote, from wild ambition free, 
And diſtant far from all the pomp of pow'r, 

How bleſt my fate! wouldſt thou, my Fair! agree, 
To dwell contented in my peaceful bow'r. 


Lo! round my cot what pleaſing proſpects riſe ! 
Here love, and innocence, and pleaſure reign; 
Here ſweeteſt flow'rs attract our wond'ring eyes, 
Which ſmile in gardens, or bedeck the plain. 


Adown the vale Clyde rolls his winding way, 
The feather'd choir's wild melody inchants, 
And ſloping hills, which riſe around, diſplay 
A ſcene more fair than poet's fancy paints. 


Come-then, my Juliet ! leave the proud and vain ! 
Forſake the city for theſe flow ry fields | 
Come, range the meadows with thy conſtant ſwain, 
And taſte the pleaſure ſweet contentment yields. 
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| With thee, ſweet Juliet ! miſtreſs of my ſoul! 


W hat joy 't would be to tend my fleecy ſheep, 
In yonder vale where Glotta's torrents roll, 
And jocund fauns their merry gambols keep! 


What pleaſing joy to tread th* empurpled mead! 


With thee, my Fair! to cull the dappled flow'rs! 


To ling our love-fongs in the peaceful glade, 
And preſs thee fondly in Love's roſeate bow'rs | 


When ſhadowy Night her ſable mantle throws, 
And wearied hinds have from their labour ceaſt, 
How happy, then, we'd in our cot repoſe, 


And fondly lock'd in Love's embraces reſt ! 


Let fools admyre the pageantry of ſtate, 
. Let Bacchus' ſons their midnight revels keep, 
Be our's the pleaſure of our bleſt retreat, 


Where cares nor guilt diſturb the curtain ſleep, 


FLEGIES, | 


ELEGY * 


TO JULIET. 


Warn Juliet” s ſong my liſtning ear aſails, 
If I tranſported ſhow a conſcious joy, 
Or am diverted with thy witty tales, 

A mutual pleaſure ſparkles in thine eye. 


When on thy Romeo thus you cheerful ſmile, 
O who can paint th' extatic joys I feel 
And modelt bluſhes on thy cheek the while, 5 

The glad emotions of thy heart reveal. | 


Yet tell me, Juliet, empreſs of my ſoul ! 
In whom my hopes of happineſs are plac'd, 
Why falſe ſuſpicions all our bliſs controul; 
Our bliſs: untainted as the angels taſte ? 


While thro! the garden's gay parterres we ſtray, 


And moralize on every flower that blows; 
Or in the jeſſ mine bowers, with fond delay, 
The mutual — of our ſoul diſcloſe; . 
Fe 
Amid the j joys reciprocal we ow 
Thy breaſt will ſighs involuntary heave, 
(Altho? convinc'd my paſſion is ſincere) 
As if you fear'd I may at laſt deceive, 
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1 Methought you eyed me with a ſtrict m9 
At poor Ophelia's ſufferings while you griev'd: 
Thy boſom took th' alarm, as if you fear'd, 
| I too may ſay, ** Thou ſhouldit not have believ'd,“ 


The meaner beauties of this idle age, 

Who take a pride in giving lovers pain, 
May well ſuſpect, the captives they enrage, 
Will ev'ry method uſe to break their chain. 


But et not doubts thy tender breaſt alarm; 
Thou, my fair Juliet, haſt no cauſe to fear; 
Thine angel form will ey'ry foe diſarm, 

/ Thy heavenly mind make ey'ry friend ſincere, 


b = 8 
_ = _ = PF N We + — — - 
— ” — — ä 2 —— 
e Fm ̃¶ Z! ],], ̃—FKr . —1r˙,³ oo os —. — — 
— 


EL E GIESs. 
Er m. 


TO MALVINA. 
Wulkr you, Malvina, ſweet ingenious Fair! 
With Pallas' art the taper needle guide; 
Or ſad with Harvey to the tombs repair; 
Or ſcorn with Pope the littleneſs of pride: 


A languid ſickneſs all my ſport ſuſpends, 


Your envied company a while denies, 
And pleaſing converſe of my female friends: 


No nn * but what the Muſe ſupplies, 


Tho' books delight, when moderately read, 


| To pore on letters cannot always pleaſe ; 
The lively violin makes the ſpirits glad, 


But if perſiſted in at length muſt teaſe, 


Since bleſt variety alone delights, 


Indulge me in idea to renew 


'f hoſe ſportive days I ſpent, and happy nights, 


With all my beauteous female friends—and you, 


Then Laura's manner, and her eaſy mien, 
Did conſcious dignity of mind impart ; 

Then her mild temper, and her ſoul ſerene, 
To all eyinc'd the goadneſs of her heart, 
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Then was I cheer'd with Delia's witty tale, 
Aud heard tranſported her inchanting ſtrain, = 
While th” odorous ſteams of India's plant exhale, 
From gaudy goblets of fair porcelain. 


NN { Then too, with thee on Sunday's ſober eve, 
Dovn Glotta's banks I took my devious way, 
T' enjoy the pleaſure thy ſweet converſe gave, 
While various themes the length of road betray, 


Thus the fond. Muſe recals each golden day 
1 blithely ſpent, when ſtranger yet to. pain; 
And while confin'd, to drive the hours away, 
In bleſt idea ſpends them o'er again. 
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E L E G v w. 
IN MEMORY OF 
MR. GEORGE STAYLEY: 


Werar time the damps of dewy evening riſe, 
And cloud with miſts the blue-topt dripping caves; 

When pale-fac'd Cynthia from the lucid ſkies, 

Chequers the ſhades, and trembles o'er the waves; 


Beneath yon cypreſs that embowers the grave, | \ þ 
Where ſleeps poor Stayley, to the Muſes dear ! 
| Damoetas wept; and to his memory gave, 
What Wealth denied, a tributary tear! 


ve Woods!“ he cried, © yedeepumbrageous G roves! 


1 Whoſe gloomy covert Contemplation aids; 
Ye lonely Wilds ! where Melancholy ro ves, 
1 Receive me to your venerable ſhades, 


Your dark receſſes ſuit my grief ſincere; 

| In ſorrow here, my penſive ſteps I'll bend; 

{| Here pay the laſt ſad tribute of a tear, 
To a once loy'd, ah! now departed, Friend ! 


1 f 0 . with thine, Monimia ! ! ſwell the gale; 

O he was worthy of thy tendereſt care! 
Can bigots blame us, while we thus bewail ; 
Thou the fond huſband—1 the friend ſincere! — 


How can the poor Monimia check her woes ? 
His helpleſs infants, they may well deplore ; 
The kindeſt, belt of huſbands did ſhe loſe ! 

A father's fond regard they'll ſhare no more! 


Ye godlike few ! to vices never prone; 

- Whoſe generous breaſts no ſordid paſſion know, 
Whoſe tears diſtil for ſorrows not your own, 
4 feeling boſoms melt for other's woe ! 


In him bewail theſe virtues lowly laid, 

O give his once conſpicuous worth its due! 
'Tis meet theſe ſad ſolemnities be paid; 
He had a heart benevolent, like you ! 


Unſkill'd was he in Flattery's cunning leer; 

| His manly breaſt diſdain'd the ſervile bow: 

To cheerleſs Poverty he gave a tear; 

And wiſh'd for —_— he might beſtow! 


How would he weep for virtue in diſtreſs ! 
At others? loſſes, would his boſom grieve ! 


ot difeAdrerſi ity had mark'd him his, 


And ſtay'd his hand ſtretch'd forward to relieve ! 
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Yet Stayley reſts, with all his virtues crown'd; l 5 
Beneath this humble turf inglorious laid! 

No generous patron figns of ſorrow own'd ! 

By peaſants hands his funeral rites were paid! F 


Shall venal praiſe immortal ſong profane? 
And modeſt merit diſregarded die! 

Forbid it, ye that ſwell the Muſes train ; 
And with Damoetas heave the friendly ſigh, 


For long a favourite of the Muſe was he; 

With Mantuan ſkill the ſacred lyre he ſtrung: 
To vice unknown, from every folly free, | 
He lies immingled with the ignoble throng ! 


Hear this and bluſh, ye wealthy, and ye proud I 
Amid vain affluence reclin'd at eaſe; 

On worth like his, was this the meed beſtow'd ! 
This the reward for all his care to pleaſe ! 


Dread o'er the ſtage while Hamlet's ſpectre trod! * 
How did his grief your genuine pity raiſe— 
The air-drawn dagger while he frantic view'd ! 
Did ye not off in ſilent horror gaze? 


Wept the misfortunes of unhappy Lear ; 
And many a figh for deaths ideal gave! 
And yet, eptomb'd, deny the friendly tear, 
The ſigh of ſympathy, o'er Stayley's grave! 


- 
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1 Yet hear in miſery his infants weep ! 
To help unable, hear Monimia grieve, 
While under roofs of penury they creep, 
And not their wants with liberal hand relieve ! 


o! while ye may, wipe out this ſhameful Rain; - 
From cheerleſs poverty his family raiſe ; 
Monimia's bleſſing ſo ſhall ye obtain, 

80 ſhall his babes be taught to liſp 25 n 
While thus ſincere, the ſwain a forth his woe, 

The glimmering moon withdrew her fading ray ; 

Dark midnight reign'd: when penſively and ſlow, 

\ 0 He home ward took his ſolitary way. 


— 


MISCELLANIES. , 


ON SEEING THE HON. 
MISS M—R-—Y 


at the review of the ROYAL HionLanpens on the 
Green 4 Glaſgou. 


O quam te memorem virgo! namque haud tibi vultus 
| Mortalis. | Vire. 


On Glotta's plains, beneath a ſhade, 
An artleſs ſwain attun'd his reed, | 
The echoes round him rung; | | } 
Diſporting Dryads join'd his ſong, 
And jocund Satyrs round him throng, 
While M—r—y's charms he ſung, | 


Thou virgin of angelic mien 

| More lovely far than beauty's queen, 
More ſweet than blooming May! 

As Pallas wiſe, as Cynthia chaſte— 

Around thy tender ſnowy breaſt, 

Love and the Graces play. 


When walking with thy noble fire, 
Like Venus, queen of ſoſt deſire, : 
With Mars on Ida's grove; | „, 


4 


5 
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80 gracefully you ſtalk'd along, 
Struck with your charms, th' admiring throng 


Proclaim'd thee queen of lave. 


The warblers hail'd thee from the ſpray, 
And virgin chrongs, the gladſome lay, 
In ſpite of envy join d; 
And proud t' admire thee, deals aud}; 
Clyde 'bove his currents rear'd his head, 
While Naiads throng'd behind. 


Nor has indulgent Heaven kind, 
Thy worth to outward charms confin'd ; 
Thou'rt virtuous as thou'rt fair,— 


| May nought diſturb her peaceful hours, 


But ever, ye immortal powers! 
Let M—r—y be your care! 


— 


—— N ˙ 


* . wa MISCELLANIES, 


THE SOLDIER'S FAREWEL, 


Written at the de 2 re of a young Lady, on __ vun 


embarking for America. 


Tao M Glotta's bleſt harbour unmoor'd, 
The veſſel was ready to fail, 4 . 


And Caſſio was order'd aboard, 


Embracing, he thus bade farewel : 


5 Your ſighs, my fond Daphne! forbear, 
** Theſe ſymptoms of ſorrow refrain; 

* Why ſtarts in your eye the big tear! 

** We part but to meet ſoon again. 


My country now calls for my aid, 


„ What elſe could cer force us to part? 
„ But tho' I muſt leave thee, ſweet maid ! 
** I cannot withdraw my fond heart, 


My laurels I'll lay at thy feet, 

*© Be happy, my Daphne! the while; 

** Our tranſports again when we meet 

* Will more than compenſate my toil.” 


His courage I joyful approv'd, . 
Yet could not my ſorrow forbear, 

By's bravery to ſmile I was mov'd, 

Yet, ſmiling, I dropt the fond tear! 


\ \ 
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1 ſaw him the veſſel aſcend, 


And far from the harbour recede, 
He wav'd yet in view with his hand, 


| Which oft from the ſhore I repaid, 


While o'er the Atlantic he rides, 


Great Neptune! thy aid I implore! 
The bark guide thro” loud roaring tides, 


| Safe waft him t'America's ſhore. | 


When, dauntleſs, he ruſhes to war, . 


O guard him, kind Heaven! from all harms 
May 1 view him triumphant from far, 


Returning with joy to my arms! 
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THE COMPLAINT. 


Vr ſhepherds who ſport on the plains, 
Blithe, innocent, cheerful and gay, 

O liſten a while to my ſtrains, 

And weep for a moment with me! 


J once was as cheerful as you, 
Like you was for jollity known, 
But now muſt to mirth bid adieu, 
Since Daphne's prov'd falſe—1'm undone, j 


My Daphne was lovely and young, 5 1 
More chaſte than the queen of the grove, , 

Wit flow'd like a ſtream from her tongue, 

Her charms fill'd my boſom with love. 


And while ſhe my paſſion repaid, 
I lov'd the dear charmer ſincere, 
To pleaſe her all arts I eſſay'd, 

On earth ſhe was all I held dear. 


When with her in ſummer I ſtray'd, 

How quickly the minutes flew by ! 

And when we reclin'd in the ſhade, 
How blitheſome— how happy was 11 
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How happy oftimes have I been, | 
When my head on her breaſt I reclin'd! 


She never affected diſdain, 
But ſmil'd and was modeſtly kind, 


But, ah ! how unhappy a ſwain 
Am I! ſince ſhe's broke ev'ry vow; 


What anguiſh—what torturing pain; 


| I for her dear ſake undergo ! ap 


At midnight when all are aſleep, 


And eas'd from their labours and cares, 
Alone without ceaſing 1 weep, 


And drench my ſad boſom with tears. 


And when the bright ſun in the caſt, 


In golden apparel appears, 
 Still—ſtill Pm with ſorrows oppreſt, 


And ſtill I'm bedew'd with my tears! 


My days of delight are no more! 
Now all hope of comfort is gone! 
Forſaken I'm left to deplore ! 


She's wedded, and I am undone ! 


K 
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| 1 9 
' GEORGE'S NATAL DAY, 


A MASQUE. 


C2 AS PERFORMED 


j \ 


At the Theatre-royal, Edinburgh, and Theatre 
in Glaſgow. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE, 


Gods, 


JuriTzR, 
Mans. 
Ba cenus. 
HyMEN, 


Cvrip. 


Goddeſſes. 


BRITANNIA, 


| Juno. 


MINERVA, 
Venus. 


Prace. 


GEORGE'S NATAL DAT. 


'(Þ); 


The curtain riſing to ſlow M uſic, diſcovers Britannia 
thoughtfully reclined, in a woody dale near the 
ea ſide : 4 noiſe of diflant war is heard, 


| BRITANNIA, 
A I R I. Britannia rules the waves. 


Hark — hark, from yonder diſtant ſhore 
The horrid din of claſhing ſteel ! 
Hark—hark, the thundring cannons roar * 
What pangs my frantic offspring feel! 
0 0 HFear me — for Heav'n's ſake deſiſt, 
| Still you're welcome to my brealt ! 


Should thus a brother madly draw 
Againſt a brother in the field, 
Soon ye who keep the world in awe 
Muſt to the baſeſt ſlav' ry yield: 
Heav'n forbid—let all embrace, 
And Britons (till enjoy bleſt peace. 


Enter the Goddeſs of Pr ace, 
= Behold ſhe comes, with penſive ſtep and ſlow, 
|: The goddeſs Peace— Why frowns thy lowring brow? 


— 


\ 
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Daughter of Heav'n, victorious Peace! | | 
Of man the greateſt earthly bliſs, 5 
Continue ſtill to reign; 
Among our diſtant brethren dwell, 
And o'er Britannia's happy Iſle, 

Extend thy calm domain, | _ 7 
Since ſoy'reign George obtain'd the crown, 
And grac'd the glorious Britiſh throne, 

The ſons of Albion bleſt, 

Reliev'd from dire Bellona's ſway, 
Have long celeſtial Liberty 
Beneath thy wings poſſeſt. 
No claſhing arms aſſail'd our ears, 
Nor vexing thoughts, nor groundleſs fears, | 

Our quietude deſtroy'd ; „„ 1 
But happineſs, and boundleſs bliſs, } \ 
Beſtow'd by thee, celeſtial Peace! | | 
We under him enjoy d. 
Here Science to perfection roſe, 
And Arts increas'd in calm repoſe, 

| While thou the ſceptre ſway d: 
But now Mars mounted in his car, 
The horrors of a civil war 

Does mong our brethren ſpread, 
peace Harti, and as if affrighted, diſappears du- 
ring the delivery * * four lines: hs 
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Ha ! wilt thou, O much injur'd Peace ! our Iſle 
Forſake? Still on Britannia deign to ſmile ! 
Pity my tears yet I conjure thee ſlay ! 


We woo thee ſtill ha! wilt thou then away? 


What time th' ambitious Gauls for battle keen 
Envied our bliſs, and ſcar'd th' affrighted Peace, 
Such was her ſad deportment, ſuch her mien, 


When ſhe unwilling ſhunn'd my fond embrace. 


Our Britiſh troops, 'tis true moſt nobly fought, 


The laurels won, on foes deſtruction dealt, 


But mem'ry erer ever to my thought 


EKecals the poignant ſorrows then I felt! 4 


Twas then brave Wolfe I loſt, Britannia's pride ! 
He fought my battles—for his country died! 
Yes—in his Country's cauſe with glory fell 
But ye have long, diſtracting thought! 
Gainſt one another madly fought, 
And till to war, the angry trumpets ſwell 
Ah, why ye fooliſh, thoughtleſs men! 
Do ye tranquillity diſdain, 
And thus deſtruction bring? 
Ah! why delib'rately deſtroy 
The happineſs we now enjoy 
Beneath great George our King ? 
But deaf to reaſon, they diſdain to hear 
Of Peace—and wildly run their mad career ! 
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AIR I. continued. 


Shou'd thus a brother madly draw 
Againſt a brother in the ſield, 
Soon ye who keep the world in awe, 
Muſt to the baſeſt ſlav'ry yield ! 
Heav'n forbid let all embrace 
And Britain ſtill enjoy bleſt Peace. [ Exit. 


Scene II. 


Pavilion among the cloud. ju piter and Juno en- 
throned-—The Gods and Goddeſſet around ſing 
in Chorus | - 


A 1 R II. 


All hail, mighty Jove! 
Chief mong deitys above, 
To whom gods and mortals bow down; 
Who ofer all preſides, | 
on the whirlwind who rides, 
And the ſpheres who can ſhake with a frown, 


Thou God 'mong the gods! 
Of the bleſſed abodes, | 


<<) 
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Thou ſpeak ſt, and the loud thunder roars; 

8 Aftoniſh'd all hear, „ 
And thy goodneſs revere, - 

Thee the boundleſs creation adores, 


Enter Br1TANNIA with a drawn ſword in her hand. 


O thou, th' Omnipotent of Heav'n ! whoſe power 
O'er all thy works extends whom all adore ! 
oO0Diur ſupplications hear, 
Be Albion {till thy care, 
Let Britain's Lord thy choiceſt bleſſings ſhare !— 
O ! ſheath this ſword I'm forc'd to wield | 
Gainſt mine own offspring in the field, 
And let there be a laſting happy treaty ſeal' d. 
Averſe was Britain to proceed 
Rigorouſly her ſons to curb, 
Loath their quiet to diſturb, 
Had they the diſpute· weigh'd: 
Mou'd they but liſt to what mild Reaſon pleads! 
But mad Rebellion ſpreads, 
They follow heedleſs where the Daemon leads. 


Jurire R, 


Deluded mortals but they muſt be weird: 
Ariſe, Britannia, fay'rite of the gods !+ 


Ariſe! let proud Rebellion be repell'd, 


And chain'd for ever in his dreat abodes.— 
L | 
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Cho. Empreſs of the boundleſs main, 
Queen of the wide world's domain, — 
Britannia, hail! | 
Dread of ev'ry hoſtile foe, 
To whom the neighbouring princes bow, 
Invincible alone below, 
Britannia, hail! 
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And you, ye 1e on the clouds nd! f 
On Britain's Lord your ev'ry bliſs beſtow ; 7 
The libertys of Albion long defend! — 3 
To George, the ſecond Jove, ſhall ev'ry monarch bow? / 
[Jupiter and Juno lead out Britannia, during the 
Grand Chorus. | 
All hail, mighty Jove, &c. 


Scene III. 
A romantic Mild, with a Palace in the back-ground. 


| Enter BRITANNIA. | 
Tis now relolv'd—ye proud rebellious foes, 
With trembling dread your dire impending fate! 
Prepare Britannia's legions to oppoſe, _ 
Prepare to feel our Soy reign's keeneſt hate! * 


— 


1 
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By ſad experience ſoon you'll all be · taught 


How great Britannia treats a haughty foe ; 
Our conquering arms are with deſtruction frapght, 
And ev'ry clime muſt to our Sov'reign bow. 
And juſtly now with indignation fir'd, 

Your daring threats he can no longer bear; 


Our choſen troops with joy by him deſir'd, 


Gird on their ſwords, and for the fight prepare. 
For battle keen, impatient of delay, 
The warlike muſic ſounding from afar, 
They eager march to break your thick array, 
And rnſh undaunted thro” the ranks of war. 


As torrents ſwell'd with long deſcending rain, 


_ *Tweenhillsconſtrain'd,comedown with triple force, | 


| And rolling on, their winding banks diſdain, 


And carry all before them in their courſe : 
Our Britiſh troops, with godlike courage fir'd, 
Ruſh as impetuous on their haughty foes! 
And with the love of liberty inſpir'd, 

Hew down the bands that dare our rights oppoſe! 


And now wide o'er th'Atlantic's roaring tide, 


Conducted ſafe by Ocean's watery God, 
In dread array, our warlike veſſels ride, 
With ſudden death and awful thunders load. 


Dread then your fate! the fatal day's at hand, 


Deſtruction dire's impending o'er your heads ! 
No power on ſhore can Britiſh arms withſtand, 


= Traumpliont o'er the main Britannia rides ! 


¶ Fleuriſb of Drums and Trumpets.) | 
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Hark ! he comes ! or does my ear 
But fancy ſounds I wiſh'd to hear !— 
Louder and louder ſtill 
Our vaulted roofs the plaudits fill! 
Tis he! our Sovereign George draws near. ö 


AI , Hero comes, c. | 


He comes—Great Albion's Lord! 
Your hearts, brave Britons, 
To joy accord, 
He comes ! he comes! Ye tuneful quire, 85 
To hail him welcome, ſweep the lyre! 1 8 
Let every ſoul elaine 0 / 
With plaudits George our Sovereign greet. 129 
| [Back ſcene riſes, and diſcovers their „„ 
Majeſtiet in ſtate. 


BRITANNIA. 
Hence —avaunt! intruding Care! 
Laughing Joy, your ſports prepare; 
Let this bleſt Day that gave our Monarch birth 
Be ſpent in ſong, feſtivity, and mirth ! 


| Grand Cuorus. Ving Anthem. 


Sovereign of the boundleſs main, 
Lord of the wide world's domain, 
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Hail, George our King! 

Dread of every hoſtile foe, 
To whom the neighbouring princes =_ 
Invincible alone below, | 
Hail, George our King! 


BRITANNIA. 
AIR V, Guardian Angels, 


Guardian Deities round us hov'ring, 
| Deſcend and crown the ſecond Jove, 
Bring, O bring a heavenly off 'ring 
I / Of bliſs etherial from above. 
urſting clouds the gods diſcover, 
Lo! they come in blazing cars, 
Reſume the feſtive lay, 
Bleſt be his Natal Day 
Thro' numbers of ſucceeding years, 


Enter Hrazn, Tawny and Cori. 
AIR vl. All i in the Downs, & o 


Hym, Hail! happy, 1 hs Pair! 

Bleſt emblems of connubial love! 
il; My choiceſt gifts for ever ſhare, . 

N And antidate the bliſs above. 
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Ven, While I, till lateſt breath, your virtuous flame 
Shall ever fan, unvariably the ſame. 


- 


> : 
BRT. Again your ſports, again your ſongs prepare, 
And greet with joy, the happy, happy Pair! 


* 
* 


hh 


MiyzRVA4, 
AIR VI. Let Ambition fire the mind, 
Patron of Arts, in whoſe bleſt reign 
Sciences their zenith gain, | 


Mid th' encomiums of the Nine, | | \ } 
Thou ſhalt in fame for ever ſhine, = I 1 


Virtue's friend, to Vice unknown, 
| Glory of the Britiſh Throne! 
Joy, feſtivity and mirth 
Crown the day that gave him birth, 


w  BnrITANNIA. / 


With hearts elated, hear, ye joyful throng, 
Hear! and the mandate of the gods obey ; 
Join in our mighty Soyereiga's praiſe, _ 
| Crown him with never-fading bays; 
The Gods command, reſume the feſtive ſong, 
Make every echo round repeat the lay. 


Ul 


Britain's Sovereign, hail ! 


MAR 9. 


A MASQUE, 


AIR VIII. 


Thou terrible in arms, 


Whoſe frown the world alarms, 
Whoſe legions never fail, | 


Still maintain thy ſway : 


Know l, the God of War, 
Shall mount again my car, 
And ſtill enſure the day, 


BACCHUS, 


” YL 


IX. 


sure Britons were beloy'd of Heaven, 
On Albion every God did ſmile, 

When our Great Sovereign George, was given 

T o rule o'er bleſt Britannia's ille. 


THE E N B. 


0 


* 


| Round—round his health in bumpers ſend, 
With plaudits make the palace ring, 
And pray that Heav'n may long defend 
Our Country! Liberties, and King! 


